
I swung and I swayed with the tree in the wind ; 

I was not afraid I would fall ; 

The maple 5eeds spread out their little green wings, 
And nobody saw me at all. 

K.Pyle. 


He stopped,and he looked at the hedges and lane, 
And no one at all could he see, 

For he never once thought, as he wondered and stared 
I was up in the top of the tree . 


I climbed and I climbed to the top of the tree; 

High up in the branches I stood . 

Below in the field was a man with his plough. 
And I called him as loud as 1 could . 
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A LYRIC FOR MAY. 


By R. K. MuNKirrRiCK. 


All the earth will soon be bright 
With a twinkling amber light — 

Vagrant airs will gently stray 
Down the shady wooded way, 

When the brooklets will rejoice 
In a limpid, lisping voice. 

Then will come the gladsome hours 
By an unseen spirit led, 

And the field will flame with flowers 
Beryl, lavender, and red. 


Soon the cozy nest will sway 
In the honeysuckle spray; 

And the happy bird will sing 
Through the garden on the wing; 

And the tulips all unfold 
Cups of purple, rose, and gold. 

Then will wave the fragrant clover, 
*Neath a peaceful, turquoise sky. 
For the bee, the merry rover. 

And the pretty butterfly. 



Prithee, do not fancy now, 

When no leaf is on the bough, 

When the earth is white with snow, 

That’t will always rave and blow. 

Soon the birds will come and cheep 
Winter, surly soul, to sleep. 

And, by magic song overtaken, 

In a pleasant dream he *11 stray 
All the summer, but to waken 
When the birds have flown aw^ay. 


MARJORIE AND HER PAPA. 


By Lieut, Robert H. Fletcher. 



Chapter IV. 


ON THE SEA-BEACH. 


EXT day we all went to the beach 
in a sail-boat. And Marjorie ran after 
the waves and the waves ran after Marjorie. 


Then at noon we sat down on the sand in the 
shade of some rocks and ate our luncheon. 

“ We shall have to wait till the tide goes out 
before we can gather any shells,*’ I said. 

“ Why ? ” said Marjorie. “ Does n*t the tide 
like you to have them ? ** 

Frankie laughed at that, but Marjorie did not 
see anytbi.ig to laugh at. Then after a while 
Frank and Marjorie went away by themselves 
and gathered a great many lovely shells—three 
handkerchiefs full. And when they came back 
Frankie was laughing again because Marjorie 
wished to know where the tide had gone. 
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